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 We’re supposed to welcome each person who comes in. 
Start	up	a	conversation	amid	too-pink	walls	and	perfectly	sculpted	
mannequin	busts	clad	in	30DD	and	extra	small	panties,	which	never	
sell because most women just don’t wear that size. We ask Her how 
long it’s been since she was last sized. I haven’t been measured, or 
anything,	but	I’m	wearing	the	right	one.	We	try	not	to	offend	Her	as	






Her that it’s our best seller, and it will make Her look like she’s (sell 
voice)	2	½	cup	sizes	bigger	with	it	on!	When	she	finally	relents,	and	












en buy even more, and that we have at least ten, even though we 
would	never	drop	60	to	90	bucks	on	one	of	these	bras	we	see	every	
day and can’t stand anymore. We tell her Right now I’m wearing a 
whatever	bra	we	think	of	first,	flash	her	a	glance	of	the	strap	hooked	
around our thumb, and slip it back under our black shirt.
She steps into the dressing room with more bras than one woman 
needs,	into	the	soft	yellow	light	designed	to	soften	Her	wrinkles	and	
fill	out	her	hips,	make	Her	look	prettier,	sexier,	better	somehow	so	
She’ll think it’s the bras doing it and She’ll buy more, and the light 














We tell Her again and again our names, and in the two seconds it 
takes	Her	to	get	to	the	cash	register	she’s	already	forgotten.	Oh,	I	
don’t know, she wore black, as we all do, and we have to hope that 
we	get	the	commission	for	all	that	work	because	you	can’t	depend	
on Her to remember or care, and you can’t depend on Her to even 
remember	what	we	look	like,	aside	from	being	the	woman	in	the	
black shirt, Even though we know that she is Stacy, that her husband 
is probably cheating on her with the new neighbor, and she doesn’t 
need	most	of	what	she	bought	today.	She’ll	go	back	to	her	room,	
cut	off	the	tags,	and	fold	her	purchases	into	her	drawer,	probably	











sure we all make it.
 
 
